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a flenser or a lemmer, hewing stone from a quarry, carting
coal along the tip-truck railway, or shovelling rubbish out
of lighters into the middle of Cumberland Bay. That at
least added some variety to life. But if one worked in the
smithy, or the joinery, or the carpenter's shop; or on the
floating dock, or if one riveted plates, or stoked furnaces,
or did any of the jobs on which the daily life of the com-
munity depended, then the monotony of life weighed heavily
upon one. A few old men on the station had been in
South Georgia for years without returning to Norway, and
there was one old shell-back who had been there continu-
ously for nineteen years, during the whole of which time he
had never received a letter. But almost everybody was glad
to go home at the end of the season. After six months of
South Georgia one longed to be on his farm near Sandefjord
or T0nsberg, to hear the voice of his wife and to see how his
children had grown. Or one longed to get blind roaring
drunk and sleep thereafter for five days, only to wake up
and do it again. Or one longed for the tuning up of a great
orchestra, the rap of the baton upon the rostrum, and then
Fate knocking at the door. Or one longed to sit in the sun
with his pipe in the evening watching the sun go down
behind mountains and quiet waters. Or one just longed.